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his  fellow  citizens. 
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Introduction 

FEW  will  believe  that  my  appearance 
on  this  page  is  due  to  a  desire  for 
symmetry ;  for  symmetry,  save  in  a 
spherical  sense,  is  hardly  my  strong  point. 
But  the  harmony  here  attempted  has 
linked  me  up  in  it  on  account  of  a  legend, 
prevalent  in  Fleet  Street  and  elsewhere, 
that  I  am  Parish  Constable  of  Beacons- 
field.  Those  producing  this  volume 
thought  there  would  be  a  certain  neat- 
ness in  a  book  written  by  a  Special 
Constable  and  introduced  by  a  Parish 
Constable.  To  complete  the  scheme,  I 
suppose,  it  should  have  been  published  by 
Messrs.  Constable  and  illustrated  by  re- 
productions of  the  rich  rainy  landscapes 
of  Constable.  They  would  be  about  as 
relevant  to  the  text  as  some  illustrations 
I  have  seen  in  very  sumptuous  publica- 
tions :  in  reality  more  relevant.  For  if 
any  Englishman  now  serving  his  country 
at  home  or  abroad  were  asked  what  he 
was  defending,  I  think  pointing  at  a 
picture  by    Constable    would    be    by   no 
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means  a  bad  answer.  But  though  the 
scheme  can  hardly  be  said  to  have 
emerged  in  any  completeness,  it  remains 
my  principal  excuse  for  writing  here, 
beyond  the  pleasure  I  take  in  Mr. 
Fordham's  exhilarating  and  delightful 
verses.  But  many  hundreds,  many  thou- 
sands of  people,  I  hope,  will  take  pleasure 
in  Mr.  Fordham's  book  of  songs.  Shall 
they  all  w^rite  introductions  to  it  ?  Surely 
not. 

For  the  joke  of  it  is  that  I  really  was 
put  up  as  Parish  Constable  of  Beacons- 
field,  though  I  did  not  know  it  at  the 
time ;  and  though  I  managed  to  evade 
the  honour  afterwards.  I  based  my  nolo 
Constabulari  on  two  grounds  :  first,  that 
though  I  may  possess  some  of  the  qualities 
of  a  pantomime  policeman,  I  do  not 
possess  those  of  a  real  one  ;  and  second, 
that  if  a  riot  broke  out  in  a  modern 
English  town  my  sympathies  w^ould 
almost  certainly  be  on  the  side  of  the 
rioters.  I  did  not  know  about  it,  because 
it  is  one  of  those  old  posts  which  inherit 
from  the  Middle  Ages  the  tradition  of 
summoning  public  officers  without  their 
assent,  and  even  against  their  will.  At 
that    period,    for    instance.    Members    of 
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Parliament  were  generally  summoned  as 
jurymen  are  now.  The  King  simply  said 
to  some  prominent  person,  '  You  have  been 
chosen  to  check  me  ;  and  you  jolly  well 
come  and  do  it.  I  have  got  to  have  a 
House  of  Commons  ;  and  you  are  a  Com- 
mon.' To  which  the  man  answered,  '  Oh, 
Sir,  don't  say  that !  I  have  a  Conscien- 
tious Objection  and  one  leg  shorter  than 
the  other,'  or  what  not.  But  the  King  said, 
'  None  of  that  nonsense,  now  ;  we  have  got 
to  go  into  the  question  of  forestalling, 
regrating,  and  usury,  all  of  which  I 
strongly  suspect  you  of  practising  your- 
self.' For  it  was  the  cruel  custom  in 
those  days  to  punish  persons  of  the 
highest  standing  and  the  largest  income, 
merely  upon  the  excuse  that  they  had 
committed  offences  against  the  public. 

Anyhow,  the  result  was  that  every- 
body had  heard  of  my  name  being  put  up 
except  myself.  People  rang  me  up  on  the 
telephone  to  congratulate  me  on  being  a 
Constable  ;  and  I  denied  it,  saying,  '  Do  I 
look  like  a  man  whom  anybody  would 
make  Constable  ? '  which  was  perhaps 
an  illogical  question  to  ask  on  the  tele- 
phone. People  from  the  illustrated  papers 
came  down  with  cameras  to  photograph 


INTRODUCTION 

me  in  my  constabular  uniform.  My 
post-bag  was  full  of  letters  about  it, 
which  I  do  not  remember  in  detail, 
though  I  could  reconstruct  many  of  the 
more  amusing  kind  in  some  approximate 
rendering.  The  best  of  them,  of  course, 
were  of  the  hearty  and  candid  sort,  begin- 
ning, '  No  doubt  you  think  yourself  jolly 
fine  swaggering  about  as  a  constable  and 
not  knowing  what  a  fool  you  look.  I  saw 
the  posters  of  your  play,  Yo^i  Never 
Can  Tell,  and  they  made  me  sick. — 
Disgusted  Ratepayer.'  Or  another  would 
run,  in  a  more  persuasive  diction,  '  Now 
that  you  are  Constable  of  Beaconsfield 
I  am  sure  you  will  use  your  influence  at 
Pekin  on  behalf  of  my  nephew,  who  is 
very  short-sighted  and  attached  to  the 
Observatory  in  that  city,  founded  by  the 
Jesuits  in  the  sixteenth  century  ;  so  that 
you  ^11  be  doing  a  good  Protestant  work 
in  that  heathen  land.'  Or  another  message 
would  run,  '  We  can  print  fifteen  million 
TV'ords  from  you  on  "  Life  Garnerings  of 
a  Constable  in  the  Old  Country." — Cable 
to  Arkansas  Elevator  and  Uplift.'  Or  I 
might  read  something  like  :  '  Last  Sabbath 
afternoon,  while  reading  the  Word  with 
some   earnest  friends,   I   came   upon  the 
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following  text  :  "  Making  him  to  skip  like 
a  small  goat  upon  the  mountainvS  of 
Lebanon."  On  the  very  next  morning  I 
read  of  your  appointment  as  Constable 
of  Beaconsfield."  And  the  next,  perhaps, 
might  run :  '  Your  appointment  to  the 
position  of  Beaconsfield  Parish  Constable 
recalls  to  me  the  fact  that  I  once  met  the 
late  Lord  Beaconsfield  at  an  hotel  in 
Oban.  It  ^vas  soon  after  his  great  exploit 
in  securing  Peace  with  Honour,  and  I 
distinctly  remember  hearing  him  say  to 
one  of  his  friends,  "  Don't  touch  Pata- 
gonian  oyster  beds.  There's  nothing  in 
it."  Long  may  the  Conservative  party  be 
guided  by  such  far-sighted  and  patriotic 
considerations.  I  make  no  apology  for 
draw^ing  your  attention  to  this  observa- 
tion, as  I  feel  sure  it  will  be  of  great 
service  to  you  in  the  strenuous  duties 
you  have  undertaken.'  Of  such  tenuous 
texture,  alas  !  are  all  the  memories  I  can 
collect  of  my  own  somewhat  phantasmal 
tenure  of  ofiice.  But  there  is  nothing  at 
all  phantasmal  about  the  constabulary 
duties  of  Mr.  Fordham ;  save  in  the  sense 
that  he  has  to  haunt  the  midnight  streets 
like  a  ghost.  His  is  a  very  practical  duty, 
w^hich  he  performs  very  practically  :  these 
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are  merely  the  diversions  of  his  self- 
imposed  duty,  and  as  such  they  are 
enormously  characteristic.  I  can  hardly 
think  of  anybody  so  entirely  English  as 
Mr.  Fordhani :  nor  of  any  motto  so  pro- 
foundly national  as  '  Nonsense  as  Usual/ 
In  most  countries,  and  especially  in 
Germany,  what  there  is  of  humour  in 
war-time  is  a  weapon  and  a  rather  brutal 
weapon,  a  bludgeon  and  certainly  not  a 
banjo.  But  such  a  song  as  that  in  this 
book  about  the  Hampstead  Volunteers  is 
part  of  an  irreplaceable  insular  tradition, 
suggested  in  the  old  sketches  of  the 
comedy  of  volunteering  in  the  slashing 
draughtsmanship  of  Charles  Keene.  It 
is  impossible  to  define  these  national 
elements ;  but  perhaps  the  nearest  de- 
scription of  it  is  a  fighting  spirit  so 
exuberant  that  it  laughs  at  itself  rather 
than  at  its  enemy. 

The  only  thing  that  could  give  me 
more  pleasure  than  this  collection  itself 
would  be  a  German  critique  of  it.  What 
a  withering  retort  to  the  charge  of  bar- 
barism could  be  based  on  that  dreadful 
fragment  of  self -revelation  entitled  '  The 
Call  of  the  Wild ' !  How  awful  a  light 
would  it  throw   upon   the  real  motives 
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which  move  the  Englishman  to  spread  his 
red  empire  over  unciviKsed  lands !  If 
such  prehistoric  appetites  can  leap  sud- 
denly upon  a  private  gentleman  in 
Hampstead,  of  what  orgies  would  not 
Mr.  Fordham  be  capable  when  ruling 
despotically  over  the  dusky  helotry  of 
Ottawa  or  in  the  impenetrable  forests  of 
Melbourne?  I  should  also  like  to  see  a 
German  Professor's  notes  on  the  incident 
about  the  patriot  who  did  his  bit  by 
'  doing  in  our  Sab-Inspector  Jones.'  At 
the  end  of  a  certain  number  of  pages  the 
Professor  would  be  able  to  demonstrate 
with  substantial  certainty  that  no  real 
advantage  to  British  police  organization 
had  resulted  from  the  individualistic 
and  undisciplined  vivacity  of  which  the 
British  narrator  appeared  to  take  an 
inconclusive  and  entirely  unjustifiable 
pride.  He  would  probably  end  by  saying 
that  such  an  incident  could  not  possibly 
take  place  in  Germany.  I  would  merely 
extend  that  truth  to  the  incident  of  the 
publication  of  the  book ;  and  claim  to 
take  in  that  fact  a  further  pride  Avhich  I 
by  no  means  admit  to  be  unjustifiable. 

G.  K.  Chesterton. 


N.B. — It  is  a  well-recognised  fact  in  polite 
circles  that  volumes  such  as  this  should  include 
a  *"  Foreivord.''  Mr.  Chesterton^  though  he  has 
been  good  enough  to  write  an  Introdioction,  has 
a  conscientioiis  objection  to  Forezcords.  Lest 
the  reader  should  feel  an  aggrieved  sense  of 
something  missings  the  Author  has  felt  it  his 
duty  to  add  a  Hindwoi-d,  which  will  be  found 
towards  the  middle  of  the  hook :  to  be  exact, 
on  page  29. 
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WHO   WATCHES   BY   THE   WA  rEK-A\'ORK.S, 
WHERE   PRIVILY   THE   TEUTON   LURKS 
BESIDES  BULGARIANS  AND  TURKS? 

THE   SPECIAL. 


To  face  p.  9. 
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Who  ? 

WHO  dashes,  careless  of  his  skin, 
To  meet  the  love-bird  of  Berlin, 
The  chuck-and-chance-it  Zeppelin  ? 

The  Special. 

Who  watches  by  the  water-works, 
Where  privily  the  Teuton  lurks, 
Besides  Bulgarians  and  Turks  ? 

The  Special. 

Who  taste  the  rare  refreshing  fruits 
Of  public  praise? — The  raw  recruits. 
Who  pays  for  uniform  and  boots  ?  * 

The  Special. 

Who  has  a  badge  appropriate. 
Of  copper  wrought?    At  any  rate, 
The  metal  seems  to  indicate 

The  Special. 

*  No  longer  strictly  true  ;  but  still  good  poetry. 
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The  Twins'  Tragedy 

{Illustrating  the  force  of  heredity  in  the 
Special  Constabulary.) 

TWINS  came  to  fill  my  cup  of  joy. 
And  I,  to  please  their  mother, 
As  'Special'  named  the  elder  boy, 
As  'Constable'  the  other. 

On  Special's  arm  a  blue  and  white 

Round  armlet  we  detected ; 
And  Constable,  though  strong  and  bright, 

Displayed  the  unexpected; 

For  in  his  mouth  a  whistle  lay, 

Minute  and  silver-plated, 
He  blew  it  in  a  lusty  way, 

And  nearly  suffocated. 

His  feeding-bottle  Special  seized, 
(He  took  it  for  a  truncheon), 

And  just  because  he  wasn't  pleased, 
Killed  Constable  at  luncheon. 

But  law,  within  his  tiny  brain, 

Prevailed,  and  to  a  girder 
He  rolled,  and  by  the  whistle  chain 

He  hansred  himself  for  murder. 
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The  Pity  of  It 

WHEN  Adam  and  Eve  in  Eden  walked. 
Before  the  fall  of  man, 
They  neither  could  swear  the  other  one  in 

And  that  destroyed  the  plan 
Of  having  a  Special  Constable 

To  watch  at  the  Garden  Gate : 
Another  objection  (raised  by  Eve) 

Had  probably  equal  w^eight : 
'  I  never  consider,'  the  lady  said, 

'That  Adam  has  got  the  right 
To  worry  me,  lying  awake  in  bed, 

By  gadding  about  at  night.' 

A  further  perplexity  also  made 

That  gardener  stroke  his  chin. 
For  he  hadn't  a  pair  of  thingumibobs 

For  putting  his  truncheon  in. 
But    they    ought     to     have     faced     the 
obstacles, 

(The  cleverest  minds  believe). 
And  appointed  Adam  a  constable, 

With  a  sub-inspector  Eve. 
For  this  was  the  early  Fathers'  view — 

When  the  serpent's  talk  began, 
As   Special    he   could   have   arrested   the 
snake 

And  averted  the  fall  of  man. 
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Guarding  Gondar  Gardens 

WITH   my  truncheon  in  my  trouser, 
and  my  whistle  in  my  vest, 
I  am  guarding  Gondar  Gardens   on   the 

North,  South,  East,  and  West, 
I  have  driven  off  a  terrier,  and  chased 

away  a  cat. 
When  a  dainty  housemaid   offered  it  I 

tw^ice  declined  a  chat. 
I 'would  die  in  Gondar  Gardens  ^\ith  my 

truncheon  on  my  knee, 
But  it  isn't   just  the   Reservoir  that  so 

appeals  to  me, 
'Tis   the   lovely    Lady  Frances,  with  her 

laughing  heart  and  eye ; 
For  she  lives  in  Gondar  Gardens,  so  for 

Gondar  I  would  die. 
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A  Ballad  of  a  Presumptuous 
Virgin 

MARY  Matilda  Mortimer  Jones, 
Why  do  you  say  in  such  resolute 
tones, 
That  Major  Montgomery  Pemberton  Bliss 
Must  abandon  the  hope   of   obtaining   a 
kiss? 

Mary  Matilda,  can  it  be  right 
To  frown  on  the  suit  of  Horatio  Bright  ? 
Are  you  aware  that  Horatio's  been 
Serving  at  sea  in  a  smart  submarine  ? 

Mary  Matilda,  how  do  you  dare 
Scorn  the  protecting  and  fatherly  care 
Of  Anthony  Martin  O 'Hominy  Budge, 
Perhaps    the     most     notable     Chancery 
judge  ? 

Mary  Matilda,  how  can  it  be 

That  you  always  refuse  to  repose  on  the 

knee 
Of  Percy  Penruddock,  and  leave  in  the 

lurch 
That    eminent     dean    of    the    Anglican 

Church? 
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Mary  Matilda,  can  it  be  wise 
To  flout  the  undoubtedly  passionate  eyes 
Of  Arthur  Plantagenet,  whom  I  have  seen 
Handing  a  raspberry  ice  to  the  Queen  ? 

Mary  Matilda  tossed  her  head, 
Closed  her  beautiful  eyes  and  said, 
*  Major  of  Buffs,  or  Anglican  Dean, 
Leading  light  of  a  submarine, 
Judge  or  courtier,  such  as  these 
Fall  in  vain  upon  their  knees. 
Gallant  they  may  be  and  w^ise. 
But  before  my  virgin  eyes 
Flashes,  with  a  strange  desire, 
Hope  of  something  greater,  higher. 
Dare  I  name  the  dazzling  vision  ? 
'Tis  my  lips  in  sweet  collision 
With  a  Special's — S  Division. 
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The  Presumptuous  Virgin, 


To  face  p.  14. 
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Special 


OH,  we  are  Special  Constables, 
We're  specially  allowed 
To  sit  and  watch  the  Waterworks, 
So  we  are  deathly  proud. 

We're  specially  courageous  men : — 
When  over  Hampstead  Heath 

A  Zeppelin  is  dropping  bombs 
They  put  us  underneath. 

We're  specially  delighted  at 

Our  special  rate  of  pay. 
The  special  cost  of  uniforms 

We're  eager  to  defray. 

We're  specially  prohibited 
From  smoking  cigarettes  : 

We  never  get  a  special  treat 
With  Special  Suffragettes. 

But  when  the  war  is  finished  with, 
How  special  girls  will  miss 

The  Special  with  his  sentry-box, 
And  extra  special  kiss. 
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Courage   Rewarded 

A  lesson  to  Fathers  and  Sons. 
[Not  wholly  unfounded  on  fact.] 

MY  son,  that  marble  monument 
Of  me  in  Rotton  Row, 
Is  marking  there,  pre-eminent. 
My  deed  of  long  ago. 

When  I,  a  Special,  pluckily, 
With  strong  determined  jaw. 

Saved  London  from  catastrophe, 
As  agent  of  the  law. 

I  kept  a  watch  on  Camden  Town 

Electric  Lighting  works  ; 
And  often  shot  a  traitor  down, 

In  most  surprising  circs. 

Once,  with  a  dog  all  stiff  and  dead, 

A  hulking  fellow  came  ; 
'  Pray  let  me  burn  the  corpse,'  he  said, 

'  Within  the  furnace  flame.' 

I  knifed  the  dog:  and  I  aver 
That  where  there  should  have  been 

The  usual  contents  of  a  dog 
Was  nitro-glycerine. 
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With  deadly  aim  I  shot  the  spy, 
Though  he  for  mercy  prayed  ; 

And  quickly  damped  the  powder  by 
Expectorations  aid. 

The  House  of  Commons  voted  me 
Two  hundred  thousand  pounds, 

And  I  received  a  Barony ; — 
(Lord  Constable  of  Hounds). 

Moral  for  Sons. 

Internal  satisfaction,  boy, 
Such  deeds  as  mine  afford : 

For  duty  bravely  done  is  joy ; 
Valour,  its  own  reward. 

Moi'al  for  Father's. 

When  boys  desert  their  Latin  books, 
Then  flog,  although  it  pain   em  ; 

The  town  had  perished,  had  not  I 
Remembered,  cave  canem. 
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Youth's   Perplexities 

After  R.  L.  S. 

I'VE  seen  you  punch  our  Willie's  head, 
I've  heard  the  wicked  words  he  said. 
I've  seen  you  pacing  slowly  by, 
And  one  day,  if  I  catch  your  eye, 

0  Special,  I  shall  come  and  ask 
The  hidden  meaning  of  your  task. 

1  saw  the  funny  things  you  did, 
When  I  myself  was  safely  hid ; 

I  saw  you  hug  my  sister  tight, 

When    Sergeant    Brown    was    out    of    * 
sight. 
O  Special,  how  I  hope  that  I 

May  he  a  Special  when  I  die. 

Are  you  a  gas  Inspector,  or 

A  tram  conductor  looking  for 
His  tram  ?  or  p'r'aps  a  liftman  who 

Is  seeking  out  the  Bakerloo  ? 
O  Special,  please,  I  long  to  know. 

Your  cap  and  coat  perplex  me  so. 


AND   OTHER  VERSES 

Le  Beau  Gendarme  sans 
Sagesse 

AH,  what's  the  matter,  Constable, 
So  horrible  to  look  upon  ; 
Thy  nails  are  long,  thy  hair  is  wild, 
And  thy  truncheon's  gone? 

I  met  a  ladye  on  my  point, 
Full  beautiful,  a  Dentist's  child, 

Her  waist  w^as  small,  her  figure  full, 
And  her  ways  were  wild. 

I  took  her  to  my  sentry-box, 
And  there  I  sat  her  on  my  knee, 

I  gave  her  two  ham  sandwiches, 
And  kisses  three. 

She  gently  toyed  with  my  moustache, 
She  twined  her  raven  locks  in  mine 

Of  kisses,  though  I  gave  her  three, 
She  gave  me  nine. 

Full  merrily  for  half  an  hour 
We  trifled  all  too  gaily  thus, 

Then  soft  she  murmured,  '  Constable, 
There  is  my  bus.' 
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She  left  me  dreaming  hazily, 

Of  dazzling  eyes  and  rounded  chin ; 

I  woke,  and  found  that  I  had  lost 
My  opal  pin. 

My  watch  had  gone,  my  golden  chain. 
My  truncheon  and  my  fountain  pen, 

And  from  my  dressy  moleskin  vest, 
Full  two  pound  ten. 

And  that  is  why  I  walk  my  beat, 

So  horrible   to  look  upon, 
My  nails  are  long,  my  hair  is  wild, 

And  my  truncheon's  gone. 
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AND   OTHER  VERSES 


The  Call  of  the  Wild 

Showing  the  peculiar  effect  of  serving  in  the 
Special  Consiahidary  upon  a  City  Gentle- 
man of  middle  age. 

I'VE  lived  the  life  respectable ; — 
For  forty  weary  years 
I've  left  my  bed  and  brushed  my  head 
And  polished  teeth  and  ears. 

I've  travelled  daily  up  to  town, 

With  trousers  on  my  legs ; 
My  trunk  replete  with  butcher's  meat, 

Varied  by  ham  and  eggs. 

I  pay  the  rates,  and  worship  at 

The  nearest  Parish  Church  ; 
And  who  would  care,  or  rather  dare 

My  character  to  smirch? 

But  since  I've  been  a  Constable, 

The  Spirit  of  the  Wild 
With  headlong  flood  has  stirred  my  blood, 

And  I  am  nature's  child. 
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I  want  to  feed  on  human  flesh, 

In  wild  shnplicity; 
Discard  my  bags,  and  roam  in  rags, 

Or  naked  majesty. 

I  want  to  go  where  I  shall  find 

Polygamy  at  work  ; 
Where  taking  lives,  and  changing  wives, 

No  gentleman  can  shirk. 

I  want  a  troop  of  splendid  wives, 
Yellow  and  brown  and  black, 

All  running  bare  with  flowing  hair 
Far  from  the  Union  Jack. 

Thus  fortified  by  fiery  dreams 

Of  what  I  mean  to  do. 
In  hope  sublime  I  pass  the  time, 

And  watch  from  ten  till  two. 
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To  face  p.  22, 


AND  OTHER  VERSES 


The  Ordinary  Man 

*  /^H  !  mother  mine,  a  bugle  call 
V>/     Resounds  on  Turnham  Green; 
In  gay  Mayfair  a  purple  flare 

Is  lit.    What  may  it  mean? 

'  A  beacon  fire  on  Notting  Hill 
Illumines  Notting  Dale ; 
The  sound  of  drums  distinctly  comes 
From  Upper  Maida  Vale. 

*  Oh  !  mother,  have  the  Germans  come  ? 

And  is  the  Kaiser  here? 
And  will  Von  Kluck  arrive  and  suck 
What's  left  of  father's  beer  ? ' 

*  No,  Reginald ;  the  Huns  interned 

Have  broken  out,  they  say; 
And  these  are  signs  which  serried  lines 
Of  specials  will  obey.' 

'  Oh  !  mother  mine,  will  father  go, 
And  knock  the  Huns  about? 
He's  fifty-three,  and  seems  to  be 
Perhaps  a  little  stout  I ' 

*  Yes,  Reginald ;  when  duty  calls 

Your  father's  at  his  best. 
A  sheet  of  thin,  but  useful,  tin 
Is  underneath  his  vest.' 
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(The  Conflict.) 

Onward  the  Constables  swept  to  the  fight  ; 
Dread  were  the  deeds   of  that  horrible 

night. 
Otto  von  Guggenheim  fell  to  a  blow 
From  the  mildest  of  all  the  stockbrokera 

I  know. 
An  elderly  barrister  mastered  and  held 
The  lion  of  Germany,  Count  Achenf  eld, 
And  Reginald's  father  inserted  a  stick 
Between  the    stout    legs    of    Herr    Karl 

Blumenwic. 
A    draper's    assistant    from    Derry    and 

Toms' 
Showed  fabulous  courage  in  catching  the 

bombs 
Of  a  Hun  who  attacked  him  again  and 

again, 
Crying,  '  Hoch,  for  the  city  of  Frankf ort- 

on-Main  !  ' 
The  frenzy  and    fury  the    Specials    dis- 
played 
Put  the  Lancers  and  Buffs  and  Dragoons 

in  the  shade. 
They  quelled  the  uprising — the  Specials 

alone ; 
For  the  ordinary  man  had  come  into  his 

own. 
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1950 

All  old  Special  Constable  addresses  his 
Grandchildren. 

HOW  did  I  lose  that  eye,  boys? 
Why  does  that  livid  scar 
Show  on  my  rough  old  forehead? 
Well,  listen  to  grandpapa. 

I  was  a  Special  Constable, 

A  bulldog  sort  of  chap ; 
'Twas  close  beside  the  Reservoir 

I  met  with  my  mishap. 

I  cocked  a  pretty  watchful  eye 

For  any  lurking  Huns, 
And  now  and  then  struck  out  a  bit 

At  all  the  likely  ones. 

One  afternoon  in  Winter-time, 
— The  night  was  coming  on — 

(The  whiskey  in  my  pocket  flask 
Had  very  nearly  gone,) 

I  saw  a  figure  moving  up 
The  path,  with  silent  tread; 

Of  course  I  aimed  immediately 
My  truncheon  at  his  head. 
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I  split  his  skull,  and  killed  the  man, 
When,  with  a  savage  cry. 

My  fellow  Special  flew  at  me 
And  jaggered  out  my  eye. 

I  turned  upon  him  with  an  oath. 

He  hissed  in  bitter  tones, 
'  Are  you  aware  that  you've  done  in 
Our  Sub-Inspector  Jones  ? ' 

And  so  I  live  without  an  eye, 

A  type  of  British  grit; 
Content  that  in  a  humble  sphere 

At  least  I  did  my  bit. 
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To  face  p.  26. 


AND   OTHER  VERSES 


Private  Alf  Smith  of  the  Hoxton 

Fusihers  on  the  Special 

Constabulary 


FOU  aint  pertikler  'eroes, 
You  never  stick  a  Bosh  ; 
Nor  you  dont  inabit  trenches 
For  a  iceek  without  a  wash. 

Also  your  casualities 

Are  not  amazin   Hgh, 
You  never  see  no  coal-box 

Come  boomerangin   by. 

But  you  act  the  cop  fer  nothin 
{Which  is  rarver  less  than  us), 

And,  bli^ney  !  you  re  a  ^elpin 
If  you  IS  ridickerlus. 

Moreover  tvhen  it's  snoivin   'ard 

From  tivo  a.Tn.  ter  six, 
The  job  o'  stu7npin  rarnd  the  streets 

Aint  2vhat  a  party  picks. 
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And  furthermore  there  s  lots  o   you 

Is  longish  in  the  toof; 
And  some  of  you  is  'eavy-weights ; 

So  this  'ere  is  the  ty^oof: — 

You  dont  deserve  no  D.S.O.'s 
(You  knows  it  hloomin  well); 

You  'AVE  NOT  caught  the  Kayser 
An  shoved  Hs  nose  in  'ell. 

But  youve  'elped  ter  carry  on  a  hit. 
An  we — we've  unnerstood. 

So,  thank  you,  gents,  for  'elping  us, 
An   doin  what  you  could. 


28 


AND  OTHER  VERSES 


Hindword 

IT  affords  me  j)eculiar  pleasure  to 
accede  to  the  request  of  the  Author, 
and  pen  a  Hindword  to  the  literary 
remains  of  my  oldest  friend. 

Together  we  faced,  for  countless  hours, 
the  perils  of  the  streets  ;  together  we  con- 
fronted the  dread  unknown  at  Electric 
Power  Stations  and  Reservoirs  :  and  if  I 
never  shrank  from  fulfilling  my  Duty  to 
the  end,  it  was,  I  confess,  because  of  the 
sterling  example  he  set  me. 

It  would  (if  I  may  use  the  time- 
honoured  journalistic  phraseology,  after 
a  lost  by-election)  be  churlish  to  deny  to 
our  critics  any  satisfaction  they  may  be 
able  to  derive  from  the  fact  that  neither 
the  Author  nor  I  has,  as  yet,  received 
any  public  recognition  of  our  work.  Our 
consciences  are  clear,  if  our  bodies  are  not 
unmarked  by  many  a  stiff  encounter  with 
the  enemies  of  the  Public  Peace. 

The  lines  contained  in  this  little  volume 
demonstrate  at  least  this  fact; — the 
Special  Constable  is  not  a  thing  apart 
as  some  suppose ;  he  is  a  human  being, 
of    like    passions    with    his    fellow-men. 
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If  courage  is  his  most  conspicuous 
attribute,  there  are  moments  when  the 
softer  passions  thrill  and  throb  behind 
his  whistle-chain.  Some  of  these  lyrics 
have  clearly  been  inspired  in  circum- 
stances and  under  the  sway  of  emotions 
from  which  it  would  be  almost  profanity, 
certainly  it  would  be  indelicate,  to  lift 
the  veil ;  others  are  sun-clear,  and  the 
triumphant  note  of  Duty  courageously 
performed,  which  breathes  in  every  line, 
is  alike  a  precious  Memorial  and  an 
ennobling  Inspiration. 
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THE  VIEWS  OF  EBENEZER 


The  Perfect  Life 

MY  name  is  Ebenezer,  and  I  do  not 
wish  to  boast, 
But  hope  perhaps  I  live  my  life  at  least 

as  well  as  most. 
When  travelling  np   to  Baker  Street  to 

buy  my  Christmas  gifts 
I  alw^ays  murmur  to  myself  '  no  smoking 

in  the  lifts.' 
By  doing  just  as   I    am  bid   I  miss  the 

dreadful  fate 
Of  Cousin  Bert,  who  never  would  stand 

quite  clear  of  the  gate. 
All  passengers  get    off  the  car  before  I 

make  a  try, 
And  then  I    step    on  quickly,  please — in 

fact,  I  nearly  fly. 
Again,  although  to  mention  it  perhaps  is 

hardly  fit, 
When  riding  in  an  omnibus  I  simply  do 

not  spit. 
Ah!   what  a  blessing    in  a  world  where 

wickedness  is  rife. 
That  one  among  us  always  leads  a  pure, 

sweet,  perfect  life. 
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Ebenezer's  Son 

MY  wife  has  proved  a  fruitful  vine, 
I'm  happy  to  report, 
And,  judging  by  heredity,  young  Ebenezer 

ought 
To  prove  a  blessing  to  the  land  that  gave 

his  father  birth. 
In  training  him  I   always  try  to  check 

unseemly  mirth ; 
I    never   shrink,    when   duty   calls,  from 

laying  on  the  switch, 
Explaining    that    by    chastisement,    the 

agony  of  which 
Is  worse  for  me  than  little  Ben — he  reaps 

a  rich  reward. 
I  point  out  how  amazed  I  am  that  of  his 

own  accord 
He  does  not  beg  to  kiss  the  rod,  instead 

of  caterwauling — 
A  habit  which,  to    minds  like    mine,   is 

candidly  appalling. 
I  note  with  pain  his  attitude  to  pepper- 
mints and  jelly. 
And  often  say  with  biting  scorn,  '  Your 

God,  sir,  is  your  belly.' 
My  wife  remarks,  '  Boys  will  be  boys,'  and 

as  I  wish  to  please  her 
I  hold  out  hopes  that  Ben  may  prove  a 

second  Ebenezer. 
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Ebenezer  on  the  War 

I  HOPE  I'm  patriotic,  as  I've  every  right 
to  be, 
Since  our  country,  dear  old  England,  can 

produce  a  man  like  me. 
I  hold  a  strong  opinion  of  the  German  as 

a  Hun, 
And    feel    that     something     dashing     to 

protect  us  must  be  done, 
I'm  only  eight-and-twenty,    so    my  rela- 
tives insist 
That  duty  to  my  Sovereign  calls  upon  me 

to  enlist. 
I  certainly  would  do  so    if  I   thought  it 

really  right ; 
My  courage  is  remarkable  in  any  kind  of 

fight. 
I'm  just  the  man  to  lead  a  charge  against 

a  German  trench, 
Or  lend  a  hand  in  strategy  to  Douglas 

Haig  or  French. 
I'd  never  be  in  terror  of  a  high  explosive 

shell. 
Nor  should  I  mind  excessively  if  thousands 

round  me  fell. 
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But,  after  giving  every  point  my  full  con- 
sideration, 

I  said,  '  I  know  a  better  way  to  help  my 
generation  ; 

To  fight  the  Hun  by  land  or  sea  a  million 
may  arise ; 

But  w^ho,  like  me,  has  got  the  head  to 
soundly  criticise  ? 

I'll  sacrifice  myself,'  said  I,  '  to  teach  mis- 
guided brothers, 

Correct  mistakes  and  false  reports,  and 
leave  the  fight  to  others.' 
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Ebenezer  on  Politicians 


MY  views  on  politicians  are  extremely- 
tart  and  terse  : 
I    weigh    them  in  the  balance,  and  my 

judgment  is  reverse 
Of  flattering   to   one   and   all ;    but  duty 

seems  to  say, 
*  Proclaim  the  truth  and  shame  the  Fiend, 

for  Ebenezer  may 
Be  right  when   all  the  world  is  wrong.' 

My  verdict's  simply  this  : 
Sir  Edward  Grey  (though    competent)  is 

very  prone  to  miss 
The  wiles  of  Hun  diplomatists — he  lacks 

my  grip  and  grit ; 
While  Asquith  is  pretentious,  and  I  say 

he  ought  to  quit ; 
And  Balfour,  poor  old  gentleman,  some 

bosom  friend  should  tell 
To  stick  to  golf  on  Scottish  links,  which 

suits  him  very  well, 
Lloyd  George  I  reckon  truculent,  and  as 

for  Bonar  Law 
His  mind  is  jejune,  and  I  feel  his  intellect 

is  raw. 
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So,  while  my  friends  maintain  that  I  am 

singularly  fit 
To  hold  the  post  once   occupied  by  Mr. 

William  Pitt, 
I  stand  aloof  from  politics  and  read  the 

Daily  Mail, 
But    when   the  country  needs  my  help, 

please  God,  I  shall  not  fail. 
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ODES    EGOTISTIC 


An   Ode   to  Two   Friends 

Two  friends  I  have,  as  dear  to  me 
As  very  breath  of  life : 
Two  loyal  friends,  more  near  to  me 
Than  mother,  son,  or  wife. 

So  staunch,  and,  oh  !  so  true  to  me 
When  danger  draweth  nigh. 

A  wounded  tiger  flew  at  me — 
They  saved  me  instantly. 

By  Heaven  they  were  sent  to  me, 

So  dashing  and  so  fleet; 
3y  kindly  Heaven  lent  to  me — 

My  true  and  tender  feet ! 
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Reciprocity 


A  FAULT  that   we  commonly   find   in 
our  friends 
Is  missing  in  one  of  my  own ; 
He  wouldn't    backbite  me    for    personal 
ends — 
No !  his  is  a  different  tone. 

He  puts  in  a  word  if  he  possibly  can, 
When  I  am  in  need  of  support : 

He  lies,  if  it  seems  a  more  suitable  plan, 
Than  telling  the  truth  as  he  cught. 

He  has  furnished  me  often  with  succulent 
drinks, 

As  well  as  with  numberless  meals ; 
And  I,  little  caring  what  any  one  thinks, 

And  nothing  what  any  one  feels. 

Have  allowed  him   ('tis   all   I    can  do  to 
repay) 

To  kiss  my  adorable  Grace. 
I  hjrmn,  it  is  probably  needless  to  say, 

The  mouth  to  be  found   on  my  face. 
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My   False  Friends 

WHEN  I  was  young,  and  life  to  me 
The  playground  of  a  boy, 
They  shared  in  all  my  jollity : 
A  partnership  of  joy. 

But  as  the  years  go  bounding  by. 

Like  boulders  on  a  hill, 
They  leave  me,  one  by  one,  and  I 

Grow  desolate  and  chill. 

Ten  years,  and  they  will  all  have  fled — 

Each  hair  beyond  recall ; 
And  I  shall  have  a  shiny  head 

Like  any  billiard  ball. 
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Dives  in  Love 

LOCK  thy  lips  to  mine,  Love, 
1     Twine  my  raven  hair 
In  and  out  of  thine,  Love, 
Hug  thy  miUionaire. 

I  vrill  not  deceive  thee, 
Tw^enty  thousand  pounds 

I  each  year,  beKeve  me. 
Spend  upon  my  grounds. 

On  my  saihng  vessel, 

And  my  motor-boat. 
Closely  thou  shalt  nestle 

To  my  sable  coat. 

Darling,  never  think  of 

My  impurities : 
Come,  I  fairly  stink  of 

Good  securities. 
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The  Hampstead  Volunteers 

OH,  wherefore  these  wild  and  tumul- 
tuous cheers  ? 

'Tis  Hampstead  saluting  her  own  volun- 
teers. 

What?  Have  they  all  suffered  fresh 
vaccination  ? 

Nay,  'tis  the  badge  of  their  King's  admi- 
ration, 

See,  his  initials  are  boldly  displayed  : 

No  wonder  Von  Kluck  and  the  Huns 
are  afraid. 

Yes,  the  G.R.'s  can  undoubtedly  whack 
'em — 

Look  at  Bill  Henderson,  ponder  on 
Blackham. 

Roads  like  Achilles'  are  teeming  with 
heroes, 

Lusting  for  blood  with  a  lust  such  as 
Nero's. 

Hindenburg,  Mackensen,  look  to  your 
guns, 

Lithos  and  Gondar  are  sending  their 
sons. 
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Wild  Agamemnon  and  mild  Abercorn 
Are  drilling  from  dusk  till  the  breaking 

of  morn. 
Look    at    Bill     Henderson,    ponder     on 

Blackham, 
Simply  requesting  the   Huns    to    attack 

'em. 
Who    could    refrain     from     tumultuous 

cheers 
At    sight    of    the     Hampstead    Reserve 

Volunteers  ? 
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Economy   Triumphant 

BEEF-STEAK  and  buttered  eggs, 
Well-devilled  chicken  legs, 
Send  to  Gehenna, 
Furnish  for  hungry  throats 
Nothing  but  Quaker  Oats : 
Action  like  this  promotes 

Peace,  says  McKenna. 

Asquith  and  Edward  Grey 
Eat  only  once  a  day 

Just  for  the  present. 
Last  Monday  night  I  saw 
Balfour  and  Bonar  Law 
Eating  tomatos  raw. 

Rather  than  pheasant. 

Though  Mr.  Walter  Long 
Welcomes  the  dinner  gong, 

Salmon  w^ould  pain  him : 
For  (as  with  democrats). 
Merely  a  pound  of  sprats 
(Heads  saved  to  feed  the  cats), 

Serves  to  sustain  him. 
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And  when  the  luncheon  bell 
Calls  Herbert  Samuel 

Up  to  the  table, 
Scorning  the  butler's  grin, 
He  wields  a  winkle  pin, 
And  takes  as  many  in 

As  he  is  able. 

If  then  our  rulers  can 
Vanquish  their  inner  man 

When  food  entices : 
Follow  their  frugal  lead, 
Grape-nuts  are  all  you  need ; 
Some  critics  hold,  indeed, 

Water  suffices. 
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People's    Own   Mammoth 
Reciter 


One   Thousand  and  One  Thrillhig 

and  Dramatic  Poems;  Adapted  for  Recitation 

in  the  Concert  Hall  or  Parlour. 

[By  the  courtesy  of  the  Proprietors  and  Publishers 
Ave  are  enabled  to  present  our  readers  with  two  of  these 
admirable  poems.] 


THE  HUNCHBACK 
OR,   Hangman's  Hollow 

WAY  back  in  the  roaring  forties, 
Old  rat-faced  Jim  was  there ; 
And  I  was  there  to  my  sorrow; — 
God  help  me  !  .  .  .    I  was  there. 

My  brain  was  ablaze  with  hatred, 
And  murder  was  in  my  heart : — 

And  the  dog-star  loomed  above  us, 
Ah,  God  !  but  T  played  my  part. 

When  the  Hunchback  stood  before  me 

I  knew  that  he  had  to  die. 
Yes — a  woman  had  come  between  us. 

Great  God  !  that  woman's  eye  ! 
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And  I  drew  my  tough  six-shooter, 
On  the  prairie  after  lunch : 
Aiming  And  I  aimed  the  deadly  weapon 

At  the  haggard  Hunchback's  hunch. 

Smiling  Then  I  thought  of  Hangman's  Hollow, 
Where  I  knelt  at  ray  mother's  knee, 
Touching  When  my  heart  was  as  pure  as  a  pansy, 
And  something  said  to  me, 


Hand 
to  ear 


'  You  have  but  a  single  mother ; 

And  where  is  her  soul  to-day  ? ' 
And  I  dropped  where  I  stood  in  a  tor- 
ment : — 

And  I  commenced  to  pray. 


I  lay  for  a  month  in  a  fever, 
And  the  Hunchback  thought  me 
dead, 
But  rat-faced  Jim  and  the  woman 
Pacing       They  paced  beside  my  bed. 

Searching  I  searched  in  the  Hunchback's  papers, 
Yes : — he  was  my  dear  lost  Dad. 
And  a  Mother's  prayer  had  saved  me, 
Sobbing       Ah,  God  !     What  a  Mother  I  had ! 
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AND  OTHER  VERSES 

II 

THE  DEAF-MUTE 

HE  was  only  a  little  deaf-mute ; 
And  yet  he  saved  the  ship  ! 
I've  a  sob  in  my  throat  as  I  tell  it, 
And  a  trembling  under-lip. 

We  had  lain  eight  weeks  in  the  Dol-       Breezily 
drums, 

With  a  broken  Capstan-head, 
The  mate  he  was  dying  of  scurvy, 

And  the  bosun's  boy  was  dead. 

The  sharks  had  gathered  round  us 

And  an  albatross  or  two : 
For  a  mutiny  was  brewing 

'Mong  the  good  ship  Lobsters  crew. 

And  surly  Joe  MacTavish 

And  the  half-caste,  Flaming  Bill, 
Had  battened  down  the  hatches. 

As  they  hissed  the  watchword — '  Kill ! '  Hissing 

The  Mutineers  were  rum-soaked ; 

Three  hogsheads-full  they  drank : 
And  Joe  sent  word  to  the  Captain 

'To  dam  well  walk  the  plank.' 
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Tenderly  Then    the     deaf-mute     stole    from    his 
hammock, 
And  up  to  the  ruffians  crawled. 
And  he  waved  a  paper  before  them 
Where  the  little  lad  had  scrawled, — 

'Boys,  if  you  kill  my  captain, 

I  perish  by  his  side. 
And  my  canary  with  me  : 

But  I  am  not  terrified.' 

And  the  little  bird  was  perching 
A-top  the  deaf-mute's  thumb ; 
Fluttering  And  it  fluttered  like  a  fairy 
And  sat  on  a  cask  of  rum. 

MacTavish  swooned  in  a  second, 
And  Flaming  Bill  fell  dead. 
Sobbing  And  the  sobs  of  the  hardy  sailors 
Still  echo  through  my  head. 

They  placed  themselves  in  irons, 

And  the  Lohste7^  sailed  for  home ; 
While  the  song  of  the  mute's  canary 
Listening       Thundered  across  the  foam. 
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AND   OTHER  VERSES 


Two  Visits   of  Elizabeth, 
Queen  of  Sheba 


THREE  thousand  years  ago  to-day, 
I  suddenly  resolved  to  pay 
A  visit  (which  was  overdue) 
To  Solomon.     I  always  knew 
The  King  w^as  married,  and  I  thought 
Perhaps  in  courtesy  I  ought 
To  make  acquaintance  with  his  wife. 
But  I,  who  lead  the  simple  life, 
Was  secretly  amazed  to  find 
To  me  an  unfamiliar  kind 
Of  household;  for  the  King  contrives 
To  bear  with  seven  hundred  wives. 
I  started  slightly,  I  confess, 
But  could  have  mastered  my  distress, 
Had  I  not  sighted  serried  lines 
And  phalanxes  of  concubines. 
I  reeled  a  little,  gasped  for  air. 
Until  provided  with  a  chair ; 
But  then  began  to  realise 
That  what  was  strange  to  Sheban  eyes, 
Was  quite  an  every-day  affair, 
In  fact  Avas  neither  here  nor  there, 
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In  Palestine.    I  therefore  bowed 

To  six  or  eight  among  the  crowd, 

And  started  handing  out  the  apes, 

The  ivory  of  different  shapes, 

And  peacocks,  which  I  always  bring 

When  paying  visits  to  a  King. 

King  Solomon,  it's  fair  to  say, 

Did  all  he  could  to  make  the  day 

A  great  success ;  but  still  I  felt 

A  little  sinking  at  the  belt. 

I  think  it  was  the  consequence 

Of  Solomon's  magnificence. 

And  was  I  jealous  ?    Well,  perhaps  : 

One's  better  self  is  in  collapse 

When  suddenly  confronted  by 

Such  boundless  domesticity. 

But,  taking  smooth  as  well  as  rough, 

The  visit  j)leased  me  well  enough. 

The  entry  in  my  diary  ran, 

^  King  S.  a  most  attractive  man.' 

II 

Once  more  I  mounted  camel- back. 
And  now  pursued  the  Potsdam  track. 
I  found  the  Kaiser  full  of  life. 
Though  boasting  but  a  single  wife. 
The  monarch  filled  me  with  surprise ; 
I  now  refer  less  to  his  size 
Than  to  his  look  of  conscious  worth 
As  who  should  say,  'This  puny  earth 
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AND  OTHER  VERSES 

I  hold  in  fee,  and  do  not  doubt 

It  hardly  could  rotate  without 

The  Hohenzollern  Dynastj'', 

Which  centres,  as  you  know,  in  me.' 

But,  since  I  take  the  Sheban  view 

Of  William  as  a  parvenu, 

I  held  my  own,  and  called  him.  Bill:   - 

(I  see  his  look  of  horror  still). 

Smiling,  I  said  the  usual  thing  : 

'  I've  brought  a  little  offering 

Of  peacocks,  ivory,  and  apes, 

Take  care  that  none  of  them  escapes. 

He  said  (it  left  my  mind  a  wreck), 

'  You're  muddling  me  with  Hagenbeck.' 

I  let  it  pass,  and  talked  away 

On  current  topics  of  the  day. 

The  Kaiser  then  explained  to  me 

How  gentlemanly  God  can  be. 

I  gather  the  Almighty  sought 

Alliance,  and  the  Kaiser  thought 

It  might  be  managed,  subject  to 

Adoption  of  his  point  of  view. 

That  is — that  he  retain  a  grip 

Upon  the  senior  partnership. 

I  mused :  '  Is  this  a  jeu  desprit 

Or  just  the  New  Theology  ? ' 

I  next  enjoyed  a  breezy  spin 

In  William's  latest  Zeppelin ; 

And,  all  unconscious  what  they  were, 

I  tossed  some  bombs  out,  here  and  there. 


55 


SONGS  OF  THE  SPECIALS 

Which  caused  a  scene,  and  more  or  les» 
Strained  symptoms  of  unpleasantness. 
I  left  at  once,  and  homeward  hied, 
Without  regret  on  either  side. 
The  entry  in  my  diary  ran : 
'  The  K.  a  most  peculiar  man. 
With  all  the  other  Kings  about, 
I  wondei'  ichy  God  picked  him  out 
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AND   OTHER  VERSES 


The  Wolf  Pack 

A  Fable. 

*  "O  OUND  and  round  and  round  again, 

AV     their  red  tongues  lolling  out.' 
'  Oh,    Brother !    do    you    still    adhere    to 

philosophic  doubt  ? ' 
'  Nearer  now,  and  nearer  yet  their  drip- 
ping fangs  encroach.' 
'  Oh,  Brother  !  meet  them  with  a  word — a 

look  of  calm  reproach.' 
'  They're  closing  in  w^ith  howl  and  snarl 

behind  me  and  before.' 
'  Oh,    Brother  !    is    your    conscience    still 

objecting  as  of  yore  ? ' 
'  I  hear  the  snapping  of  their  jaws,  their 

foetid  breath  I  smell.' 
'  Oh,     Brother !    you     have    pointed    out 

resistance  reeks  of  Hell.' 
'  A  dog-wolf  has  me  by  the  foot, — how 

grim  and  fast  it  clings.' 
'  That,  Brother,  shows  the  Unity  between 

all  living  things.' 
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'  Another's  tearing  at  my  throat,  I  feel  the 

life-blood  flow.' 
'  Ah  !  Brother,  with  your  conscience  clear 

you're  well  prepared  to  go.' 

*  They  tear  me  limb  from  limb,  nor  heed 

how  loth  I  am  to  die.' 
'  Well,  Brother,  you  have  asked  for  this, 

so  let  us  say.  Good-bye.' 
'  I  fade  :  I  pass    to    distant  shores  with 

slow,  unwilling  feet.' 

*  Come,  Brother  ;  half  an  hour  will  see  the 

Unity  complete.' 
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AND   OTHER  VERSES 


An  Incomplete  Guide  to  the 
English  Bench 

by  the  incomparable  Persian^ 
SHIRAZ-BUHB-EL-PHAZ 

Noiv  first  done  into  English  by  the  present  tvriter. 
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ELL  ine  who  has  met  luck  faster 

Than    the     sprightly    Lord    Buck- 
master  ? 


Mr.  Justice  Darling's  fun 
Kills  the  ushers  one  by  one. 

To  save  his  figure,  Avory 
Retires  before  the  savoury. 

So  lithe  is  Mr.  Justice  Atkin, 
Surely  he  can  have  no  fat  kin. 

At  beauty  shows  the  stuif,  Macardie 
Ranks  high  above  Lord  Cozens-Hardy. 

Of  Justice  Low  it  has  been  said, 
'  Why  are  the  judges  underfed  ?  ' 

The  grand  physique  of  Justice  Horridge 
Some  ascribe  to  eating  Grape  Nuts. 
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The  nose  of  good  Lord  Coleridge 
Is  sharpened  on  his  bowler  edge. 

And  this  is  what  I  will  maintain  until 

my  dying  day,  Sir, 
That  whosoever's  Chancellor  should 

elevate  R.  Bray,  Sir. 

Mr.  Commissioner  Atherley  Jones 
Speaks  in  rotund  oratorical  tones. 

England  keeps  her  L.  C.  J. 
Touring  in  the  U.  S.  A. 

The  ancient  Adam,  judges  grieve 
To  notice  in  their  brother  Eve. 
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AND  OTHER  VERSES 


Who  is  for  Victory  ? 

.  .  .  Who  is  for  Victory? 
Who  is  for  Liberty? 
— G.  K.  Chesterton,  in  '■The  Flying  Inn. 


HO    is    for     Liberty?      Who     for 

Equality  ? 
Who  for  Fraternity? 

Belgium  makes  answer, '  Albeit  we  perish, 
We  are  for  Liberty  !    Dying  we  cherish 
Freedom,  our  soul  independent  for  ever.' 
Serbia  echoes  it  over  her  mountains  : 
'  We    are    for    Liberty  !    Blood   that    in 

fountains 
Flows  is  the  pledge  that  we    part  from 

her  never.' 
Over  her  plains  hear  the  answer  of  Russia, 
'  We  are  for  Liberty  !  Hearken,  O  Prussia  ; 
Dark  though  our  night  was  in  years  of 

oppression. 
Deep  in  the  soul  of  our  people  is  dawning 
Hope  of  a  free  and  a  glorious  morning. 
Russia   for    Freedom.'     A     nation's    pro- 
fession. 
France,  with  the  frenzy  of  Freedom  upon 
her, 
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Hears  her  old  battle-cry,  knows  that  her 
honour 

Calls  her  to  answer  in  echoing  thunder : 

'  We  for  Equality — we  for  Fraternity ! 

Children  of  France  shall  be  free  through 
Eternity ; 

France  from  her  liberty  man  cannot 
sunder.' 

Italy,  grasping  the  sword  of  Cavour, 

Rings  with  the  clarion  call,  '  Evermore 

We  are  for  Liberty !  Break  the  on- 
coming hordes.' 

Wales,  Scotland,  Ireland,  standing  toge- 
ther, 

Join  in  the  cry  from  the  wild  Highland 
heather — 

*  Britain  for  Liberty !  O  God,  give  victory 
Unto  our  swords ! ' 
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